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be useless. It was useless for him to do anything
now.
For days Silindu sat about the compound "think-
ing and thinking," as Punchi Menika called it. She
alone had any influence with him, and even she had
no power to console him. In time grief lost its first
bitterness, and he sank into a perpetual state of
sullen despair. An air of gloom and disaster seemed
to hang about the compound.
It was not long after the life of the village had
been stirred by the death of Hinnihami that another
event happened which caused no little excitement.
It was seen that Babehami, the headman, was hav-
ing a house built on the open ground adjoining his
compound; and as soon as it was finished there
came to live in it a man from Kamburupitiya, known
as Fernando. Many of the villagers had had deal-
ings with him: he kept a small boutique in Kam-
burupitiya, and lent money on the usual, and even
more than the usual, interest. He was not a Sin-
halese, and spoke Sinhalese very badly. Some
people said he was a Tamil: his black skin and curly
black hair pointed to the fact that he had Kaffir
blood in his veins.
He was a typical town man, cunning, unscrupu-
lous, with a smattering of education. He wore the
ordinary native cloth, but above it a shirt and coat,